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' The hero in his cabin lies,

While round him mutely stand
-With throbbing hearts and tearful eyes

A sad but silent band;

But now his gallant mates have hurled

Destruction on their foes,
And through the fleet like lightning whirled

The shout of victory goes.
The conqueror gazed upon his sword:

* My earthly race is run ';
Then faintly murmured, ' Thank my God,

My duty I have done.1

The sun on high with golden light

Streaks through the cabin now,
And for an instant flickers bright

On Nelson's pallid brow.
The dying man looked up and smiled,

One long look round him cast,
And from that scene of carnage wild

The soul to heaven passed.
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terrible night-watch is over,

I turn where I He,
To eastward my dim eyes discover

Faint streaks in the sky;
Faint streaks on a faint light, that dapples
And dawns like the ripening of apples,
Pay closes with darkness and grapples,

And darkness must die.

1 Written for Miss Riddocb.    Given for publication "by
George Riddoch, Esq , and reprinted from The Australasian
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